Disaster (continued from page 7) 


Fear and panic set in when the rapids finally ended 
and I still couldn’t swim to the bank. What calm 
water? I didn’t find any. I let go of the paddle, quickly 
deciding my life was worth more than fifteen bucks. It 
didn’t help much. The river was in complete control. I 
was just a rag doll following its commands. Slam into 


this rock here, get sucked under here, spin around © 


backwards and get slammed into another rock over 
there. I remembered hypothermia and realized | was 
very cold and getting weaker. 

Ahead, what was left of the other raft came into 
view, still afloat but upside down. One of my fellow 
adventurers was collapsed on top. 1 was able to catch it, 
and tried to pull myself onto it. The raft spun around, 
forcing me in front of it. Not good. The raft was 
pushing me underwater. I let go. I was sure my only 
hope was floating away as | watched it disappear 
downstream. Powerhouse rapid was just ahead, and | 
knew that I had to get out before then. 

I could see that the current ran close to the bank, 
which consisted of a sharp incline. There was no 
chance to grab the bank, buta thin branch hung down 
from a tree growing above the incline. | aimed my 
sights on the ridiculously thin, measly branch. It 
would have to do. It was the only one within reaching 
distance, about two feet above the water. 

A cliche’, really. It was like a bad movie. One 
chance, one attempt. If | missed, it would be the rapids, 
and I didn’t think I had the strength to survive them. 
One branch that in all probability would break. I 
grabbed it as I passed by. 

It shouldn’t have held, but it was green and it did. 
The river still pulled me downstream as I held on, but 1 
used all my strength to resist. My muscles wouldn’t 
respond at first, but mind ruled over matter, and I used 
the branch like a rope and inched my way up the 
incline. Once on top, I collapsed. 

I lay motionless for a few minutes regaining my 
strength. | realized that the adventure wasn’t over. | 
was soaking wet, the sky was covered with thick 
clouds, and it was raining. Before this trip, the word 
hypothermia was just that, a word. A big word, but 
just a word. Now it was a reality. More advice to 
novice river-runners: carry matches. I didn’t have any. 
Never was a very good Boy Scout. 

l began to hike, more to get warm than to find my 
way out. We had traveled about 12 miles downstream, 
so it would be possible to hike out, unless hypothermia 
set in first. Soon I heard voices. I signaled. It was my 
fellow river-runners, minus the one on the raft. We 
feared the worst. 

A fire was started, and soon we were dry and warm. 
We journeyed downstream in search of our lost com- 
patriot. The bad movie had a happy ending, He had 
been pulled from the river just above the rapid by a 
group of fellow river-runners that had also lost their 
raft but salvaged a kayak. We were all safe. We had lost 
most of our equipment, but no lives. Later we found 
out a rafter from another party had lost his life on the 
river that weekend. It could have been me. WA 
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